AR e ] e A

= ‘{;. e -. L)

-

0T e N AT S

5 -
b3 Ml Tl Bl Y S T s T L o

¢

q’i?‘:hz.{:*.i&;:,,r s E

i v et
B e s 2

‘-' - . "-.'!f;_ L <
S ERS RS RS T b
i ¥ .g'- K"; £y ‘.‘:

b ok
£

ey

T e e SR PSR- - o

- t'a:l'“ -

- —

THE HERALD OF A NOISY WORLD, WITH NEWS FROM ALL NATIONS?

- —

- =
= - ] 2 = 5 .
L e = . - 3
e Tl e 4 ' "} o 5
. - L. = 3 o

-
. 3
L
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—Mort Wood, in Marerick.

Orleana, which is shunned and dreaded

DR E. B. GARDNER,

EazzL Gazex, Ky,

PR —— =

. DR J. M KaSE,
PHYSICIAN ANB SURGEON.

mu s services to tae oith
i residence on Broadway, o

J. B. TAULBEE, M. D,
HAZEL CREEN, KY.

_plmmm
. : services te the

%- his professional
St emdamon on Hass Grese Hoirhen

e ——

: HOTELS.
DAY HOUSE,
HAZEL GREEN, KY.
n.c.gom Y, Proprietor.

is respectfully solicited from
. 1more jally the lrln'el‘i:
accommodations,
guaranteed.

FPILRATT HOUSEK,
BAZEL GREEN KY.

JOHN H. PIERATT, Proprietor.

£ The table s with the best is
. and accommodstion
=h for moan and boast

"MIORCAN HOUSE,

WEET LIBEETY, KY.

JANES #H. COLE, Proprieter.

of the uaveiing public s re
hbhd":rlw
with the in the market Ftable

ASHLAND HOUSE,

NEAR POSTOFFICE,
LEXINGTON, HENTUVCKR

FIRSY CLASE  RATISR
l.gmcsom.rm

CAMPTON HOUSE,
it CAMPTON, KY.

ALEX 1. ASBURY, Preprietor.
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rore terrible on that account. A
*{have ample means, too, to provide for
Marie,

| chance was this separation.

BACK T0 LEPER'S LAND.

'-Mhtbury.duohte regiom on
Bayou L——, not very far from New

by all men.

:  “Malaria! e =2

- Itis pot because of the festering la-
goons, with their green scam, broken
now and then by the flaf, waving head

om the brown water of the swamp
pools, like a witch's dance of light and
shadow »

No; nature had dove het part to make
that of Bayou L—— hideous,

by
plague. Mean-
joined them, for

Was a greal many
oreigners, and Bayou
cemmon refuge for

L—=— became a
par) They cultivated the
and took into their wretched
sueh enjorments as lay in their
power. ‘They were not forgotien by the
charitable. Catholic priests visited
ing the dona-

and though mys
enveloped the country of these haptfez

ﬂ were assisted whenever they

One morning I was sitting on a bench
in Jackson Sguare, when I saw coming

good priest,
Father Raymond, holdi P
They wosagi

one suc-

a little girl by

tered the Square, and approached the
bronze equestrian figure of the great
General near which I was sitting. The
little girl, a beautiful child she was,
about ten years old, was looking about
with a grave, pre-occupied air, which
seemed strange in one so young. Father
m had been my friend from

, and we were always happy
to meet, in spite of the difference in our
faiths.

“What a lovely child that is, Father!’
I said, when the first greeting was over.
“Who isshe?" '

“Marie St. Cyr,” he answered. “Go,
then, ma petile, and look at the flowers
and trees. Thou wilt find me here
when thou art tired, and we will go
bome."”

The child moved slowly off, not with
a buoyant, light step, but heavily, and
with evident reluctance.

“She is not sick, is she?'’ I asked.
“She looks so blooming! I never saw
a lovelier creature. with those sunny
asuburn curls, and those soft ¥ eves,
with their long black lashes.  She can
not be sick?”’

The priest shook his head graveiy.

*“She is not sick now, baut there is lit-
tle of the child in that ten-vear-old
maiden. You will understand me when
I tell you she comes from ‘Leper’s
Land." Her father was attacked by lep-
r five years ago, and his wife and
child followed him. Madame St. Cyr
has reason to believe that she has con-
tracted the disease, and, having no rela-
"tives in this country, she has confided
the child to me. She wishes to give her
the only chance to escape; perfect isola-
tion from the lepers. She said to me:

* It breaks my heart to part with my
darling, my only child; bat we must give
her a chance. Father, she must never
see us again, even in our death hour.
I may have to live long, long years
without her. for leprosy Ekills by slow
inches, but I bid farewellto her forever.’
I think the death agony will be more
easily borne by the poor mother than
the separation from her child. She tried
hard to be brave, but it was a pitiful
courage. The father—poor wretch!—
whose daye are pumbered. broke down
utterly. He was afraid to touch bis
child or caress her, for hands and face
are alike leprous, but he sank on his
knees and eried aloud amidst sobs:

** 0 ma petile, never to see thy sweet
face agsin! never to hear thy voice!
God help me to bear it"

“And poor Marie?"’ I asked. “How
did the child bear it?”

and refused to come. She can not un-
derstand why she is banished. She
knows, no one better, what a fearful
disease leprosy is,- and that it will
soon Kill her father, but she wants to
be at home. It seems to her worse.than
dexth to be separated from her nis,
The St. Cyrs are peopie of education
and refinement, so their situation isnt;ne

v

and give her every advantage
ofeduntion.&‘
“But do you think she will escape the
disease?’ He his shoulders.
“Who xnows? At least “her only

» bereditary taint in the family.”

I “1im tired,

**She clung to her mother, screaming, |

Itis not

Father,™ said a niild
voice: anil looking back, we saw Marie.
I held out my hand, and mazde her sit
beside me. Her exquisite beauty secemed

almost tragic In the light of the sad
‘“Irleh:ﬁ:“ heard. gt o -
“ not the flowers besutifal, Ma-
rie?” Isaid *And the birds and the
“Yes, madame,” she answerad, indifs

the big yellow sanflowers in mamma's
mﬁ- home, and the red trumpet

in the swa And they bave
po Spanish beard here” (¥Vindsin
wsnoides). “Ah! it wadso pretty to pull
it from the trees and make soft beds to
play on. Jacques and Elena and me
we used to baild real houses with it, and
dance ‘c;lt.h rom;!gn in them.’
“And they ce in Leper's b A §
whis He Bis

aeomd ot mﬁﬁm Wis not shy,

lently
talkig gravely, and, as it

i

went on
heemtedd, more to herself than to us.

“But Elena can_dance no more; yéu
know, mon Pere. Her feet are swollen
so big,”" holdifig out hér hands. “Ah,
I want to see her, and mamma and
papa. You know, Pere Raymond,
nammas said may be you would have to
take me back.™

The priest bent his head sadly.

“In one case, yes petite, but it will be
because the object of the separstion has
failed. You must be good and patient,
as your mamma told you. Bid madame
good-hye, Marie, and let us go."

After that meeting, I made it a point
to see the child s often as I could. She
went %s & day-scholar to a convent not
far frcm my boarding-house; and, wWith
Father Raymond’s perffiission, often
| stopped to =e¢ iie. The child interested
me; Hot only for her beauty, but a lov-
ing, sweet disposition. In looking at
her, { Always seenied to see, like & vast,
| formless shadow hovering over her

head, the terrible specter of leprosy,
ready to ¢lutch the sunny hair and
lovely face.

Instead of becoming more reconciled
to the separation from her howme, she
began to pine with homesickness. Once
a gveck her mother wrote -to her chlicer-
ful, even gay letters, which she brought
me to read. The tears sometimes blind-
ed me as I read. I could feel the men-
tal torture through the brave effort to
speak cheerfully. It was like & hymn
of rejoicing sung by martyrs while the
flames were consuming them.

*But mamma will not say when I am
to come back?'' Marie said to me. -

“No, I have read you every word; she
says nothing about it.”

“But I can not stay away!"’ she cried,
burying her face in her hands, and
bursting into a passion of tears. *I
dream, dream all night of mamma, and
when I wake up, oh, I ery so much, it
makes me sick!"”

“But don't you-want to obey mam-
ma?’ I asked. *“She knows if you stay
at home vou will be very ill and die,
and she wants vou to be well and
strong.”

The child’s eyes filled with passionate
longing as she cried: 3

“Oh, to be sick with mamma! why,
madame, that would be Heaven! Look

Ah, mon Dieu, but that isalll want in
the world! 1shall dieif T do not go
baek.™

I soothed her couvulsive sobs as well
as I conld, but again and again the same
scene was enacted.

“She will die of home-sickness,” I
said to Pere Raymond the next time we
met. “‘Leper's Land is to hera paradise,
and you will never weaken either her
memory or her attachments.”

The good priest raised his reverent
eves to the skies. **When our own wis-
dom fails, why, we will have to leave
the matter in wiser hands. Some way
will be opened for the innocent little
one. We will do our duty, and safely
leave her in her Father’s hands.™

“Are youn not afraid to go among
those people?”’ I asked.

“Afraid!”’ looking at me with sur-
prise. “Itisnot for a priest to hold
back where duty takes him. All places
are good to us where we can do the Mas-
ter's will. My allotted duties call me to
Leper's Land, and if the deaths increase
as they have done within the past vear,
I will take up my sbode there. It will
not do for man’s outcasts to die without
the ministrations of God’s ministers, and
that has happened more than once.”

“And Madame St. Cyr, is she mauch
worse?"”

*No: the disease progresses slowly
with her, as it does with mest. Years
elapse while it is moving by inches. Her
husband is near the end, but the domi-
naant idea with both is to give Marie her
one chance of esca Such seenes asl
go through there! Between the mother’s
agonized cry for her darling, whom yet
she will not see, and thechild’s vearnin
for her parents, my heart is wrung all
the time.”’

The next day I left New Orleans and
did not return for a morth. A few
hours after 1 arrived, Father Raymond
called, and my first glance at him told
me something had happened. “‘How is
Marie?" 1 asked instantly, feeling as-
sured that the ,cﬁrloom on the good priest's
psually cheerful face had something to
| do with his little charge.

] take her to her parents to-morrow. "’

“Then she is"’—the word stuck in my
throat.

“A leper, yes,”' he answered, sadly.
“A few days after vou left she was taken
ill, but only a day or two ago the fatal

ign appeared on her arm.”
here was a long silence. I could not
speak for my tears, and Father Rar-
mond, with bent head and mournful
eyes, secemed praying to himself.

“How does she bear it?"" T asked at
last. - '
“She is perfectly happy. That seems
the saddest thing. But 1 can not talk of
it vet. She wishes to see yon thiseven-
ing. There i= not the slightest danger
yet, for the disease is just beginning.™

“Of course I will ecome,’’ I said.

When I entered Marie's room she ran
to mect me. She was positively radi-
ant, ber beautiful eves shining, her
cheeks rose-tinged, looking like an in-
carnation of health and happiness.

“J am so glad you have come back!™
she cried, [ theught I would gohome
without seemg you. I won't kiss you,
for they =ay I have leprosy, and that. is
the reasen [ am going back to mamma
and papa. Ob, 1 am 50 glad!”" and she

as it

dreadful like ; But
ferently; “but they are not us pretty as |then, you see, 1 Mm I

| brought to the Charity Hospital stricken

you, she takes me in her arms, .and.she |} .o o Giroulation of 36,000.
rocks me like a baby, and she tells me | io)jgently edited and influential and

stories, and she kisses me all the time. |

cla her hands and lan as T had
hev‘:a‘:-edhmdbdher hd&‘r:.edmdever
a mortal before rejoice at being sttacked
galouhsomemhuldmw ® Could

e child understand what was before
het? As if in answer to my thought,
i e i ki

“1 suppose eprosy wi me,
- the dthers, and make e tig-
Y

don’t mind anyth when [ think of
that. O maddnte, 1 aifl so happy!™

I left her smilingand full of joy at the
tho:ght of home. A few weeks after-
wiard Father Raymond ‘told me of the
return to Leper's Land. The poor
mother fell back unconscious when she
saw her child. When she recovered,
Marie's arms were around her, Maris's
kisses on her lips.

“Thou, too, my darling™ she cried;
“thou, too! Oh, couldst thou not be
spared the cvrse?”’

“I am glad, mamma!"’ Marie cried.
“Iam glad, for it gives me back to
thee."

“] left them thus,” said Father Ray-
mond. “In time Isuppose the mother’s
anguish will soften, and she will see
that it is best for the little one to die
{oun . I shall be with them, for what

anticipated has come to Iam
n at Bayou L——; and the rest of
my life wiil be spent among the peor
outcasts. This is my last visit to yon."

I parted with the good priest with a
heary heart. Three years he was

with leprosy, and died in a short time,
I saw & stalénient of the case published
ih the records of the hospital, my first
intimation of the death of the

man.. Of Marie I have heard nothing.
Those who into that mysterious |

PiTH mg_gom-r.

—*Eggs are eggs now,” saye
r—as if at some other time ¥
been turnips, squashes or slices

boiled owl.—Chd ilmm_la!.
Bg sor 'r, fur mx
rather hab er good siomach an’
r go hungry all my life den to hub
er bad stontach wid er full smokehouse.
—Arkansaw Travelsr.
—In these days of
iU Mha pie Sor Mb fwogapers In
who yaid for his newspapers
advance wz:‘ ever known to be bpitten
by & mad dog:—Laynn ftem. 4
—There is a town in Austral’s called
Randomi. A resident of the wlace, be-
ing absent from it, snd be'ng
wEere he lived, said he *“lived at Ran-
dog. ‘} He was taken up as a vagrant
—Dr. Schliemans believes, from the
figures of women on certsin vases, that
corsets were in usein prehistoric Greece.
This should teach our fashionable snd
wasp-waisted women s lesson. All the

wsal
hafter

‘women of prehistoric Greece who wore

corsets are now very dead. —Norristown
Herald.

—Sophronia asks: Where and when
did the phrases: “Ah there!" and “‘Stay
there!'" have their origin. At Fort Me-
Henry, dear, during the war of 1813.
When the Stars and Stripes were run
up the enemy said: *‘Ah there!" and
the Americans said: *‘Stay there!'' and
they did. “‘And thus be it ever,"’ ete.—
Boslon Courier.

—*You enjoyed the operd, Mrs.
Quickrich?” “No; I was gr i i
pointed. It was a perfect frau e
newspapers all said the tout ensemble
was superb, and I went specially to see

Land are isolated from the rest of the | it, but there wasn’t a single tout ensem-
world, and their terrible life-drama is | ble in the whole show. I don’t believe

wronght out without spectators. God

knows how it went with the beautiful |
child, but I hope death soon came to |

her.—M. B. Williams, w Youths’ Com- |
panion,
— il .

ITALIAN PAPERS.
The Undeveloped State of the Dally Press

There are about two hundred daily |
papers in Italy.
the county or village newspaper in !
America exists in the Italian peninsula. |
As for the large cities and those of the
second and third class, they are ampl
supplied, as will appear from the fol-
lowing statement: There ars in Milan
eight, in Rome twenty-three, in Venice
six, in Genoa six, in Naples seven, in
Turin five, in Florence five and in

| my dear?' asked Mr. G.

£ Ttal : home rule.” Mrs. Gummi
oy | » long, long time, wondering just what

Nothing analogous to

Palermo three. Those in Milan are in |
the most reasonable proportion, for
there are only eight, ang the Oggpulah’on
is not far g‘om 500,000, while
the people of Lombardy are the most
energetic and imtelligent in Italy. |
The twenty-three at Rome |
are the anomaly. .Rome has a popula- |
tion of 160,000, or a little more than |
half that of San Francisco, yet it has
three or four times the number of daily
newspapers. Of these the Romano
Popolo, a sort of Governmen; organ,
t is in-

reasonable, like most of the journals of |
the country, which, when they entertain
ultra-republican views like the Secolo, at
Milan, content themselves with mild ex-
ressions of opinion, that the public
armony may not be disturbed. _ The

| to take in pieces ani pat

| great  steel bridge which

Secolo, which is said to have a circula-
tion of 140,000, is seen everywhere in |
Italy and occasionally is sold at news |
stands in France and Spain. It has a
reputation for ability and enterprise not
only among its partisans but its enemies, |
:mr:{‘7 the manner in whiech it is con- !
ducted is more like that of a first-class |
American than any other journal in |
Italy. The general distribution of news-
papers indicates the prevailing degree
of intelligence in the localities where
they are published, Rome being a nota-
ble exception. Naples, though having
200,000 more inhabitants than Milan,
has less daily o pers, while Paler-
mo, a'great and important eity, has
only three. Genoa is about the size of
Rome, yet has but six dailies and an ig-
norant re constitu, The

gruwst?ropomon of illiteracy. is, of |
Naples and down |
throngh Calabria into Sicily, and here |

course, found at
there is not only a greatly diminished cir-
culation of newspapers, but of all kinds
of literature.—Parma (Italy) Cor. Sams
Francisco Chronicle.

THE ISLE OF CAPRL

An Autograph-Collecting Hermit In thd
¥illa of a Roman Emperor.

One of our walks in the Island of
Capri will take us te a very high point,
on which are some ruins of the Villa of
Tiberins, the Roman Emperor. Thi

gentleman, baving involved himself in
a great deal of trouble at home, cun
cluded to retire to this roeky island
where he would. be . safe from his
enenmies, and here he lived until his
death, in the year 37 A. D. Capri must
have peen a very different place then as
far as the manners and customs of its
inhabitants are concerned. The Em-
peror built no less than twelve hand-
some villas in various parts of the
island, and made all necessary arrange-
ments to enjoy himself as much as nos-
sible. The villa which we are visiting
was one of the largest, and the remains
of vaulted chambers and corridors
show that it musti have been a
very fine building: A short distance
below it is the top of a precipice,
from which, tradition says, Tiberius
used to have those rsons whom he
had condemned to death thrown down
into the sea. This was not an unusaal
method of execution with the Romans,
and his vietims raust have met with a
certain death.

If any of us really desire to see s her-
mit, we can now be gratified, for one of
that profession has his dwelling here.
He probably does live here all alone, but
he does not look like our ordinary ideal
of a hermit. He will be glad to receive
some eoppers, and also to have us write
our autographs in a book which he kee
for the A hermit au ph-
collector in the ruined villa of a Roman
Emperor, on the top of & mountainous
island in the Mediterranean, is some-
thing we did not expect to meet with on
our travels,—Frank B Stockton, in S

i ral science.

XNicholas

they've got one in the company.''=~
Chicago Tribune.

—Well, I never knew that befoure,"
said Mrs. Gummidge, looh% over the
edge of her news . “What's that,
“Why, that
Mr. Parnell is a bachelor.” *“Well, you
might have
was silent

her husband meant. Meantime Mr.
Gummidge went out and sat on thedoor-
step like a prudent man.— Clicage News.
—t N ———————
JAMES B. EADS.

The Early Experiments of the Famiws
American Engioeer.

When about ten years old, his father

| fitted for him a small workshop, and

there he constructed models of saw-
mills, fire-engines, steamboats, steam-
engines, eléctrical and other machines.
One of the pastimés of hischildhood was
together again
the family clock, and at twelve years he
was able to do the same with a nt-
lever watch, with no tools but his
pocket-knife. =When thirteen, misfor-
tune overtook his father, and he had to
withdraw from school and work his
own way. His ts went to St,
Louis in 1833, and he went with them.
The steamer was burned in the on
the way there, and he landed ted

- and coatless, on the very spot now cov-

ered by the abutment of the

he de-
signed and built. The open-
ing in the way of business that offered
was to sell apples on the street, and by
this means, for a few months, he sus-
tained himself and assisted in support-

ing his mother and sisters. In time he

{ obtained a situation with a mercantile

firm, where he remained for five years

. One of the heads of the house having an

excellent library, gave him access toit,
and he used his opportunity well to
study subjects bearing upon mechanics,
machiner}', civil engineering and physi-
In 1839 he obtained em-
ployment as a clerk or purser on a Mis-
sissippi river steamer. He again made
the best nse of his opportunity to ac-
quire that complete knowledge of the
great river which he was afterward able
to turn to such account in the
noole enterprises he so fortunately car-
ried into effect. In 1842 he constructed
a diving-bell boat to recover the car,

of sunken steamers. This was followed
with a boat of larger ton pro-
vided with machinery for pumping out
the sand and water and lifting the
entire hall and cargo of the vessel
A company was formed to operate
this device, and it soon had a busi-
ness that covered the entire Missis-
gippi river, from Balize to Galena,
and even branched into some of its
tributaries. By his methods, a grest
many valuable steamers were set
afloat and restored to ul;n;fulgr which
it would not previously have been

ble to save, as they would have been
buried very soon beneath the river-
sands. It was while in this
business that he mmed a thorough
knowledge of the laws which control
the flow of silt- rivers, and of
the Mississippi he was able to say years
afterward tﬁat there was not a stretch
in its bed ﬁlt; miles long, between St.
Louis and New Orleans, in which he
had not stood upon the bottom of the
stream beneath the shelter of the div-
ing-bell.— Popular Science Monthly.

ABOUT BROODERS.

The Next Best Thing to a Goed, Motherly
Old Hea.

Several correspondents want directions
tor making a good, cheap brooder for
raising & limited number of early chicks.
The cheapest and best brooders for the

purpose are good, motherly old hens. I
know some hens will “‘raise Cain" with
their broods, but sueh are the excep-
tions: generally speaking a large hen in
a proper coop will care for twenty
chicks in a way that ought te convinee
the most prejudiced incubator manufae-
turer that she knows what is reguired
of her. But if you feel that the “exi-
geneies of the ease” demand a home-
made brooder, all you have to do is to
t a sound box, cover it with a tank for
Ef;hling water, and keep the water hot
by means of a small boiler heated by &
kerosene lamp, or by dra
cold water umi) filling up with
as often as n The top of the
tank must be covered with some non-
conductor of heat eiso it will cool off
more rapidly than is desirsble. Under
the tank have strips of old flannel for
the chicks to nestle in,—Prairic Farmer,

& fowl which erowed “ﬁm
each watch, day and night, and a dog that
that e would lose no time in with
"hin cwu eves these marvels. The man did
not ex
what
wife that he had got caught at
that to-morrow the man

be would be disgraced.

Ris spouse, “lenve that to me; it‘;ill

b right; only you must keep

eased it. He's in favor of |

off the
water

of

this, as his house _
tnt;mbvﬂthﬁosﬁ_

L] .\'m =

out

Next mo the

ing met by ¢ i .
husband was. “He has gome to Pekin,™
she repli

. “When will he be back?” *“In

eight or nine days.”

soquick?" “'He has gone off onourinstbul-
lock, and can do it easily.”

“I hear also
ou have a wonderful fowl,” said the vis-
tor, and behold, ss he was speaking, a

small coek erew, *“That's it,” said the wife,

“he crows st the beginning of each watch

and also when a visitor arrives.”"—China

RBeview.

Dudelet—Barber, me boy, I want ay
mustache dyed.

Barber—Certainly, my dear sir. Did you
bring it with you?—Sam.

A HEARTLESS WRETCH.

How He Embarrassed His Kind and Gen-
. erous Landiady.

Jones was eating dinner at his boasding-
house last Monday, and during his investi-
gation of one of the dishes, he ran acrfoss &
piece of postage stamp. The landlady saw
him pick it out and look at it, and she be-
gan to get mad. But Jones said nothing.
and, laving down his knife and fork, began
to dig with"a spoon in the dish from which
the pisce of stamp bad come. Finally,
when the lady could stand it no longer. she
exclaimed: '

“ What is the matier, Mr. Jones?"

“ Oh, nothing,” replied that philoso-

her.

i What are you playing in the victuals
for then?"

“ Why, you see, my dear madam, this
piece of stamp, reminded me of a letter I
was expecting, and I just thoaght m
around this dishawbile. andsee if 1 't
find the carrier and ask him about the et
ter. without going to the post-office.”

The explanation was so fulland complete
that Jones had to change his boa
house.—Merchant Traveler.

Cause for Dejection.

Visitor (to prison warden)—There's &
strange man over in the corner. [ talked
with him for a long time, but coulda't
awaken any interest in him about any sub
ject, He seems dead to every thing, and
when I spoke to him of the future heturned
upon his heel and walked away. Some
dangerous crimioal, likely, who committed
an atrocious murder. He looks it, every
inch.

Prison Warden—Yes, his case is & very
gad ope. His time is almost up now,
the other day he received a letter from his
wife, saying that she would be waiting for
him on the cutside.— TiJ-Bits.

Hé—1'm going %o pose, Miss Edith—

She (in i }fg,h, my, Mr. Jenkins,
so sudden and in such a strange place!

He (d I am going to propose
that we stay here when the rest go to sup-
per, because—because—I've left my purse
at home!—Judge.

A Narrow Escape.

Farmer's Wile (totramp)—Ihate to turn
you away hungry. but I think you have
been drinking beer.

Tramp (sclemnly )}—No, ma'am; I'll take
my oath I never drink beer.”

Farmer's Wife—Whisky, then?

Tramp (solamnly )}—No, ma'am;
swenr to it

Farmer's Wife—Very well. Here's a pie.

Tramp (to his chum on the outside)—

That was o narrow escape. If she'd a said
gin, she’d had mel—Philadelphia Cell.

A Caations Guest.
Kind-hearted Woman (to tramp )—I can
give you & piece ol hot minee pie.
Tramp—Hot mince pie for breakfast!

'n

Hot minee pie on an empty stomach! Do
¥ycu suppose that & man in my precarious
madam, wants to be |

burdened with a doctor’s bill in the dead of |4
couple o’

and I}l bring in an armful

finuncial condition,

winrter? Not much! Gimme a
soft-boiled
U“'M—' 1

|

- - A
'r h‘;- - i :
&" ol ‘t".t"":

' IEREE P.M.
“Let him tum to kis Poppy, so is wasl"™
oo TSRY GF amBall
A SHREWD CLER¥.
in Washiogton was increased by anothr
arrival. He registered ot & hotel aad sald
totheclesk: . ... . -
“I may want to étay some time, csa you
give me argooed room””
“ think we can let you
will suit.” ) :
] suppose vou try to make it plessaut

"

score.’
“1 hope so. Now I'll tell you; i ye 'a
see that | am made to feel _ xt
hmedurh:gmymyywﬂ lose an~
ng bv it & I rei o

(O, we'll makeit homa-liks for You.
me aee.’ he continued. glamcing over the
jster, “vou are from n.w r ‘

“Yes, I'm & member of the Dakota Legis-
Iature and—-."" . .

il i
bell-boy, ‘‘show this geptleman to -
pohr;oom."—m_ (. T.) Bell.

-

In a wild part of Scotland, & dealerin sl
used to drive his cart & considerable
distance” inland. On one vecasion, when
passiug a wild moor, where, aithoughthers
of the inhabitants of AfiAinS in general was
not extensive, he droppad a lobster. [ome
Mdm’kbdhap&d,-ﬂ“_. -
the st creature could be, tool ahng
theschrﬁ:im. The domime put on b
mm‘ * over ﬂ'ﬂ.ﬂ*
amined it A 3
said tlu‘ *1 ken maisto’ the
wondertn® animale o’ ¢reation, except jist
twa. and thaetwa [ gever saw. el
an elephant and -mf!h."-l ﬁ“ o %

must be age o’ the twa. '

WMMh;W-ﬂgg*L
the guest could not get aay, whil host
with b8 tongiie.
On the next day the Crane invited 89
Wolf to dinner, “’M&E&w m of
soup, was set out in a AT,
whieh 1t entirely out of the remch of the
invited guest. But while the Crane had his
head in the jar the Well | & Bole
in the bottom with & hammer snd :
Jowed the greater part of the soup
ran ont. . .

Mogar: Thir Fable leaches us that we
should not despise the mental resodrees
of those who move benenth ue.—Lilk. .

“Don't let that worry you. As prefty &
girl as she is will soon find some otler
low to marry.”—Texas Siftings. _

=L

“Don't ask me to take that bmi,

Maria!"—Puck's Anaual

A Cruel Pather. P NN
Smith, the father of seven ravenona
children and one wile with a grand appe
tite, asks Dr. Bacillus: L _
“How is it, doctor, that, lying here fov
three weeks with typhoid fevee, I Save ex-




